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and of even-thing I have heard, this nightwatchman job sounds
the most likely for me to be allowed to hold for good. You see,
there is more demanded of you than that the safe should be
unbroken next morning. You come on duty as the last clerk
goes, and the door is locked. You come off duty when the first
comer opens the door in the morning. No others ever hear of
you, as an individual.
Thanks to Baker speaking to the Bank Committee, with whom
he is in weekly touch, my way to the job seems to have been
made suddenly easy. His letter telling me only reached me here,
so you see it is recent news. I hope you will not tell anyone about
it. The Bank Committee will not. The rest of the formalities
would be done by their Staff-man. I will not have to see any of
the big noises. The Bank of England is rather more than I had
hoped for (or wanted) as it is really too good. Also the smaller
Banks let their night men sleep in. Of course the new Bank
building will have more room in it. A gorgeous place to live in,
don't you think? but that is a trifle, anyhow. A single man can
live anywhere, if his tastes are quite plain. Mine are getting plain*
Up here I have begun to think with pleasure of the idea of eating
. . . once or twice.
Please do not laugh at this sketch of my intentions. What I
have wanted and tried to do has always come off, more or less,
except when it was trying to write; and then, despite all the good
you have said of my books, I am assured of failure. Not complete
failure, perhaps. I explain your and my different judgments of
my writing by my knowledge of the standard at which I was
aiming, and your astonishment that a 'man of action' should be
able to do it at all. A relative failure, let's call it. My aim may
have been too high for anybody; it was too high for me. But I
think one says just 'too high', not 'immodestly high*. I do not
think aims are things modest or immodest; just possible and
impossible. It is more than ten o'clock, which is after half the
night for us, so I must stop tapping away on these keys. It's
awfully hard to make up a sensible letter on a typewriter, or so I
find: so please forgive the crudities there are* And forgive also
the bother [name omitted] gives you, if he does. I find I can't refuse
anyone the chance of making the money, out of me, which I will